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cess Anna's marriage, nor the comic rage of
the Faubourg Saint-Germain. There is not
a family having a daughter, who did not
count on the Due de Mouchy. The great
question is, " If they make calls, shall we
send cards to them?'* There is, at this
moment, a marriageable girl with several
millions in her pocket and some fifty others
to come. She is a very pretty girl, some-
what mysterious, a daughter of M. Heine,
who died this year; an adopted daughter,
be it understood, whose origin no one
knows. But for millions the finest names
of France, Germany and Italy are prepared
to ally themselves with all sorts of platitudes*
Adopted children are agreeable to the god-
dess Fortune. The Greeks of to-day call
them children of the mind.

There is only one man of genius at pres-
ent : Ponson du Terrail. Have you read one
of his feuilletons ? No one handles as he
does, crime and assassination. It is delight-
ful. If you were here I would like to shake
your orthodoxy by making you read a curi-
ous book on Moses, David, and Saint Paul.
It is not an idyll, like Kenan's, but a dis-leased
